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him the right of way, though I wonder whether he
ever understood why. It was a source of some
satisfaction to me to see this skinny little fellow
ready for a scrap, even though he was only half my
size. There was something within him that
supplied that in which his physique was deficient.
It was the new spirit of the young India, and how
could I ever have the heart to break that.
But it is a dangerous influence, for it might one
day get quite out of control, and we would find that
we have shaken off the shackles only to be bound
by a new chain. But these are risks that we are
bound to take if we hope to attain the freedom to
which we aspire.
When I heard that hordes of young men were
marching in the streets of India as protest against,
some action of the Government or other, and
shouting the words "Inquilla Zendabad ", I inter-
preted it not so much as the result of Soviet
influence, but as the expression of fearless youth,
misguided no doubt, but fearless just the same.
The revolution they were shouting to bring about
was a revolution to sweep away religion, orthodoxy
capitalism, the status quo, time-worn institutions
and a great many other things which had contrived
to make poverty a privilege of the masses. How
they were going to bring this about they did not
know, but they shouted for it all the same. That
was a fact that was not to be passed over too lightly